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IN A FIX AT SOUTHEND. 


“A very awkward incident has occurred at Southend, merely through Papa not noticing the number of his bathing machine. After gammocking amongst 
the foaming billows, like a kid of tender years, Poor Pa adjourned to what he believed was his machine, and at once proceeded to dry himself. Turning 
round to don his fourteen and sixpennys, he found that he had made a slight mistake, and that the only things available were those belonging to a lady. Beggars 
cannot be choosers, so, arraying himself in everything but the ‘improver, he was starting for home when—. Poor Pa's awfully thoughtless.’—Yoors.. 


DIS-PLAY WITHOUT WORDS. ROB ROY. 


| Is the Liliwhburgh Brening Conrant, for June 2bet, le, 
there appeared anadvertisement, stating that Robert Gamp- 
bell. commonly called Rob Toy Maceresor, being lately 
intrusted with considerable sums for buving cows in the 
Highlands, has treacherous!y gone off with the money te 
the value of £1,000, and a reward was offered for his appre 
hension, Rob Rov until this date. had been pursuing the 
eecupation of acbrover or eattle-dealer, whieh was not only 
ao honest, but also. in Hichhend estinction. an hotornrable 
and centlemanty profession > but new he suddenly wave up 
his trade and began the life ofa treehooter and outhaw, 
With all that were left. of the teres aud mudaunted clan 
of Maczregorat his beck ond callohesinhabiting a lebvermth 
of vallews amidst rocks and forests. was a trae Highland 
cearmach. a robber of the same class as Robin Hood. His 
stature Was tetiet the tattest. bait dete Deady was exeeedturdy 
strong and compact. Plie wrentest peculiarities of his trame 
were the breadthoot his shoulders and the arent sama almost 
disproportionate fength of his armis—so remarkable, indeed, 
that it is said he could, without stooping, tie the garters ot 
his Highland hose, which are placed two inches above the 
knee, His countenance was open, manly, stern at periods 


‘ ; rer, bt rank and cheerful i is hours of festivity. 
1. “Hallo! a German waitress, eh? Ho. ho! how 2A visit to M. Bargen’s Lazer Beer Saloon at the 3. Convinced the waitress that Gimcrack was stark iti gees sacar get Niel Rta wea iret tps 
she stares! I realiv don't believe she understan'ls the German Exhibition. “Well, [ must have a drink, staring mad, so, with a seream, she rushed for assist- : ee d } : t eee Hi are se) eicage rte ar . 
English langnuege! Dear me, hew awkward!” somehow. Here goes. Ti, girl! wan, wan, ough, ongh, ance, Gimerack left that tmilding far quicker than around the Ge. is foushion af dress sheowee oot Conitae, 
diused Gimerack ty himeelf, when recently le paid — yow, yo, yow.” This, aud sunury pesticulations,-— Le chitered it, a surer aud w Wiser un, the Kuees anc upper partool the les, wate wae described as 
4 
n”~ i 
‘ 
ae 


resembling that of a Highland bull—hirsute, with red hair, and 
evineing enormous muscular strength. The qualities of his mind 
were equally well adapted to his circumstances. He inherited none 
of his Lehor, Ciar Mohr, the great mouse coioured man’s ferocity ; 
on the contrary, he avoided any appearance of cruelty. “ He was 
a kind and gentle robber, and while he took from the rich was 
liberal in relieving the poor.” Persons who knew him well gave 
him the character of a “benevolent and humane man in his way.” 

One of Rob’s means of living was levying blackmail—a sum of 
money paid statedly to a band of marauders, on condition that 
they should neither touch the property of the person paying it, nor 
permit any other to touch it, a compact with freebooters very 
common in those disorderly times in Scotland, The blackmailers 
kept the farmers in constant alarm, and it was usual for Rob to 
divide his band into two parties, employing one party to steal the 


cattle and the other to recover them when stolen and restore them | 


totheowner. Those who refused to pay blackmail were mercilessly | 


plundered and the stolen cattle sold. 
During his somewhat lengthy lawless career, Rob and death oft- 
times shook hands, and he had many hairbreadth escapes from the 


gallows, eventually dying a very old man about the year 1738, | 


having killed or murdered many men. When he was on his death- 
bed, one of his enemies, a Maclaren, came to see him. The old 
man, before the visitor was admitted, insisted on being lifted up, 
with his plaid put round him, and his broadsword, pistols and dirk 
veel beside him; for said he, No Maclaren shall ever see Rob 
Maezregor unarmed.” 

He received his foeman's inquiries coldly and civilly. As they 
were together the priest camein, Taking the opportunity afforded 
him by the meeting of the two hostile clansmen on so solemn an 
occasion, the priest exhorted Mob to forgive his enemies, and quoted 
Lhe appropriate passage in the Lord's Prayer. © Ay.” said Rob, “ye 
hae gi'en me baith law and gospel for it. Itsahard law, but I ken 
its gospel.” Then, turning to his son Robert, who was standing 
near, he said, “My sword and dirk lie there, Rub, 1 forgive my 
enemies, but see you to them, or may——" The priest checked the 
rest, and Rob Koy grew calm, When Maclaren had left the house, 
the dving man—the Highland spirit burning brighter in him at 
this, the list moment. than ever—said, after a pause, “ Now it is all 
over, Tell the piper to play *Hatilmi tulidh !*" (We return ne 
mere.) The piper struck up, and, as the wild, plaintive music 
filled the nir, hen passed awry, 

liis grave was covered with a simple stone, on which no name 
appeared, but it had on it a broadsword, rudely carved. 


* * * * ° 
“Good o!d Rob!” bleated good old Blood Stained Bill. 
(Newt week,“ The Plaque”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 


°,° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thank you for your cutting, EFFIF, "twas indeed a manly deed ; 
It is Charlie Coborn, TED, who sings © The Coster’s Friendly Lead,” 
Tell us all about it, MAUDIF—how can we tell how tv act ? Very 
clever of you, A. H., you behaved with ready tact. We should fancy, 
ARTHUR LENNOX, you had never learned to draw, From the 
sketches which yu send us. Thank you kindly, C. H. Law. It is 
not an easy task tu steer a middle course, ¥. Li; Very glad to 
lear, M188 KINGSTON, that you like the style so well, You're a 
second Juggina, F, BUNNIDGE, vit | not try and rival him? It'sa 
foolish game to play at, VHIL, unless youre in the swim, It war 
eut from © SLOPER,” NELLIE—yea, it's quite a common trick ; Glad 
to hear you stood up for us—ALLY says you're quite a brick. We 
would help you, ARCHIE Cousins, but the oof bird's gone to molt ; 
Ves, it's very awkward, MARKHAM, our advise to you ie—bult, 

= 
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vith his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 
Ir is nice to hear Belinda Jane speaking of Sarah Ann before 
the Sunday out. “Sich a dear girl; sich a figure; a waist like a 
‘two out’ glass.” And then on Sunday Sarah Ann has robbed 
her of her pet corporal that she always pays one and three (Coid- 
streams) to walk her out, “a nasty wretch; face like a chunk 
o’ dough with two black beetles a-going in for the eyes and one 
a-coming out for her nose,” (Vere words. 


*-* 
* 


“ TAw, it’s considered the proper thing now, don't you know,” 
said: Snobkins, * fora gentieman—er—to have a horse. Haw, I'm 
going to buy one—er—next week.” “Indeed?> Whom are you 
going to buy it for?” asked Tottie Goodenough, 

7 


* 
A TOUGH little kid and his brother 
Weut out fora “scrap” with each other; 
At the end of round one, 
Which neither one won, 
They were both of them whacked by mother! 
-* 
s 
“THESE common people quite spoil the rivah,” he said to Miss 
Twinkletoots, of the Jollity, and she, who learned in Slum Alley, 
to the music of a piano organ, the steps which raised her on the 
Jadder of fame at the Jollity, quite agreed with him. Just thena 
live-year-old on the steamboat shrieked out loud, enough for every- 
liody to hear,“ Oh, mummy ! look at that tramcar in the water—I 
spose him in the peak cap is the conductor, But where's his 
bell?” ae 
* 


“En—I don't think—er—we'll go for a sail—er—this morning, 
dear—er—there's such a swell on the water.” said Shodderly to his 
best girl ot Brighton. “ What if there is?” answered his best girl. 
“Who's lie, | should like to know? Ain't I as good as him? If 
you're ashamed of me, and don’t want yer swell friends to see me, 
I'd better go home.” 

(And it took a whole half quid, spent at Mutton's, before 
she world understand what he meant. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 386.—The “ Southend Bathing " Costume. 


Squire. Drunk again, James? 


_’ 


CUTTING A 


Your conduct is disgraceful! 


Why, you 


told me only this morning that you were going to take the pledge 


James, So I havesh —(hic) 
that pawnshbrosher are sconndlesh, 
my old womansh best Sunday dresh. 


“Twas pas-ing, and I thought I would pay you a 
visit.” “ Very goml of you; at the same time, you 


may as well pay me the £5 you owe me.” 


BL 


Sguire. But Ish come to the eon—(Ate}—clushun 
1 could only get—(/ac)—‘arf a crown on 


p\ 


i 


ONE, TWO, THREE! 
After all, it’s only a false 


pretence, 


(Saturday, September 19, 1891. 


Ally Sloper (reading the paper). Only fancy, my dear, every 
time one breathes a human being dies. 

Mrs. Sloper (who is a little bit off colour, through having had 
to come downstairs abvut two o'clock the morning before in her 
nigh—ahem ! I beg pardon, her robe de nuit—to let the Old Manin), 
1 am not at all surprised to hear that, for I'm sure your breath is 
enough to ki:] anything. No wonder that creeping Jeunie up at 
the oftice withered away.” *° 


“WHaAtT's all this fuss in the newspers about the bloodstains in 
the floor of Holyrood Palace having been removed?!” inquired 
Bawkins. “Alla fake, of course,” answered Snawkins. “What 
do you mean?" “ Why, it’s one of them bally soap miuking firms, 
and they've paid to have it put in; and then, later on, they'll say 
that on inquiry it was found that So-and-Sos svap had removed 
the stain that nothing else could take out.” 

s* 


* 
THE man who plays the clarionet, 
‘Ine man who blows the horn, 
The man who makes the flute his pet 
And wakes you up at morn, 
The man who plays the tenor drum 
May put the soul on thistles, 
But the one who oftenest makes you glum 
Js the blooming wretch who whistles ! 
Lad 


“SV HEN Iam dead and gone,” snid ALLY, “you won't forget me 
ina hurry. I don't boast, but there's many things you'll remember 
me by. Ah! you'd be glad tosee meif | came back to earth again.” 
Then McGooseley said, “You bet we should, Old Johnnie Two- 
penn’orth. Because then, p'r'aps, you'd bring back with youa few 
of them half-doliars you've nipped us for, In this world you never 
seem to have as much asa cracked headed halfpenny about you. 
P’r'aps you might be able to do a little of the Tom Tiddler in the 
other shop.” ee 


“SLOPER, old man, T wonder you allow them to call you the 
‘Wreck.’ A most offensive name, isn't it?” * Not at allsh, de’ 
boy. [ve binsh teetotalish (Aic) from birth, and * Wreck’ is short 
(Aic) for Rechabite.” ** 


“Your husband was pretty well on last night.” “TI should 
think so. Why, he actually kissed the knocker because he thougit 
that it was the dear oid days over again, and he was caressing my 
hand as it hung out of my chamber window. Sweet, dear, darling 
fellow! whisky is his only fault. That man would no more come 
home with a golden hair on his dress coat shoulder than he wouid 
sit up all the night to try to teach the tortoiseshell Tom how to play 
at penny nap.” +." 

“A FAST lot of hussies, actresses,” said Mrs. Mugwump, ho!ding 
up her hands, “There's that Mrs. Mummery actually plays 
billiards. How do I kuow? Why, my dear, she's always talking 
about her cues.” “* 


* “An, chappie, been out of town?" “Ya-as,” is Where ?—En- 
gadine /—Mvors?—Venice? No!” “No; upriver.” “Ah! jolly! 
What part ?—Oxford ?—Wallingford ?—Maidenhead? No?) Where 
then, chappie?"” “ Oh, Battersea!” 


Dramaticus writes to inquire the qualities necessary fora drama- 
tic author. First and foremost, a knowledge of French and 
German. Second, unlimited cheek. Third, an intimate acquaint- 


ance with ancient literature ; and fourth—well, more cheek ! 
z= 


* 
THERE was an old man who took snuff, 
Till his nose had had more than enough, 
When it snarled, through a sneeze, 
That it had, if you please, 
No stomach at all for the stuff. 


But the testy old toper arose, 
Enraged at the cheek of his nosc, 
Snatched up a bandaner, 
In a desperate manner, 
And silenced the protest with “blows.” 
s-* 


s 
“T say, is it true, Spoffins, that Gladys Freshley is—er—rathe. 
fast!” “ Rather fast?” answered Spoffins, “ Why, last winter her 
mother would never let her go to a ball without at least four 
chaperons, so as to have one on each side of the room; and she 
used to say that she always felt happier if she could get an odd one 


to sit on the stairs all the evening.” 
* 


* 
* 


Maud. Ethel, dear, allow me to introduce you to my old school 
friend, Julia. She has just married Mr. Smellfungus, the cele- 
brated traveller, you know. / : 

Ethel. Oh, yes! 1 have read so much about him. What sort of 
a man is he, dear? Do tell us. f 

Maud. What an absurd question to ask, dear! Why, Julia has 
only been married just over a month. 

s-* 
s 

HE kissed and flewaway. Shenever spoke to him more. “Was 
she insulted? She was, poor dear 19. 11}d. of innocence.” “ Much 
insulted?" “Rather, you b'iled bird of paradise. As if it wasn't 
ood enough ior him to have come back and done it axz’in. 
Rayther !" ** 

“THEY tell me, Giles, that you are fond of a glass of ale,” re- 
marked the parson, “It bean’t true, zir,’ said Giles. * A glass o! yale 
bean't no gude to me! If’un had zaida pot, thee'd have been 
nearer the truth.” 


Juggins, Some women know how to treat their husbands. When 
Mr. Lushington feels thirsty, his wife goes out and drinks with 
him. ; 

Mrs. J. That would not be much trouble if he is as big a wag ss 
youare, I've often thought of making some use of you by stand: 
ing you on the steps for the afternoon milk, but I’m afraid you 
are too cracked to hold anything. 

s 
“Oh, yes—er— 
“Have vouread 
Read ‘em when 


“Do you like Chaucer?” asked Miss Girton. 
awfully jolly—er—bai Jove !” answered De Nudle. 
his ‘Canterbury Tales’? “Oh, yes, bai Jove! 
they first came out, you know.” +7 


“Tor you, for you,” he softly sang, 
As to his touch responsive rang 

The silver corded lyre. 
“All rigit, but scoot,” she gently said. 
Alaa! too late—a hasty tread 

And Jones is in the mire? 


*.* 
* 
IT was the wedding of a wheelwright, and, as the party came up 
the aisle, the parson inquired, “ Who is the er—er 2 oe Toam 


the hud,” observed the bridegroom, “I'm the felloe that gives her 
away,” said the father. “For weal or woe!” sighed the bride, I 
thought she'd put her spoke in,” murmured the mother. “Come 


| this way, please,” exclaimed the parson, “for | am thefyer to make 


| these one 


= : zs. 

= 

SIMPLE, innocent and free from cold world guile, When T saw 
her first she was having a swing in the kitchen jack towel, while 
she sweetly wolfed down the succulent hokey-pokey with her 
disengaged hand. And when I saw her last, she had on a jacket 
that you could have fried a pound of sausages in, and enough 
diamond rings to set a dozen broke, Boulogne bookies. She kuew 
the world, she did?) What'll vou sinice with this dive? 


ae 


Saturday, September 19, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE AT ILFRACOMBE. 


Yrs, dears, here we are at Ilfracombe, and at this moment on the 
pier, with tie rocky scenery around us and the mighty Atlantic 
roiling in at our fect. 
We are staying ut 
the “Britannia,” 
which is a very good 
hotel, and where 
they do their best to 
make you comlort- 
able, only I think 
they are beginning 
to notice what a lot 
Billy eats at meals. 

At Ilfracombe you 
will find what they 
call the Capstone 
Parade, waien is the 

yrinei 
pk Mod Fashion, 
Loveliness and 
Masherdom. The 
hill itself juts out 


starting from nearly 
sen level, _ brvad 
paths are scarped 
out of the rock, and 
rise by gradual 
aseents to a height 
of about 200 feet. 
On the lower prome- 
nade there is, every 
ine evening, a good band, and it is more or less to listen to the 
music that the parties above referred to assemble. As for amuse- 
ments, there is plenty of boating and fishing, of course; but for 
nu monthly fishing ticket you have to pay seven shillings. This 
amount Bob (after mu h groaning) eee Arg but, as he has never 
caught anytuing, and the one solitary marine monster captured by 
Billy broke away, taking with it his hook, he is hardly getting the 
worth of his money. 

Some extremely jolly excursions can be made in the neighbour- 
hood. If you like a steep-hill, and don’t mind damaging your shoe 
heels, there is Hillsborough, 445 feet high, from the top of which 
they told me you could get a very extensive sea view. | took their 
word for it, but did not try. The Torrs Waiks are extensive, but 
considerately supplied with seats, Some portions are dangerous 
owing to the crumbling away of the cliffs, so | took care not to go 
too near the edge Billy stood on. There are also some beautiful 
valleys, where no particular harm can come to you unless Bob drives. 

According to the guide-book, the botanist and the taxidermist 
may find much in the neighbourhood with which they can improve 
their minds, and v 
they can also pay 
n visit to the 
Inboratory of Mr. 
Copp, that stands 
next to the post 
office, “The coast 
line,” says the 
guide, “being 
bdld and rocky, 
is the habitation 
of innumerable 
sea birds, some of 9 
which are rare 
and indigenous to 
the —neighbour- 
hood.” Bob, try- 
ing to bring one 
down with an air 
gun, was a sight 
io see. It is need- 
less to say he 
missed every time 
he fired. 

At Watermouth 
there are some 
curious caves, 
that can be seen 
at low tide. It is 
ns well, though, to 
find out for cer- 
tain before begin- BQly’s prtdicament, 
ning on your ex- . 2 [ 
ploretions whether the tide be going in or out. You.can drive to 

Vatermouth, or go there by boat. With that seven shillings weigh- 
inz on his soul, Bob does a good deal of boating. 

Clovelly is a quaint little village about twenty miles off, and the 
drive to it is charming ; then there is Lundy [sland, which isa very 
enjoyable trip, unless you are accompanied by Snook, Bob and 
Billy ; and some magnificent scenery may be enjoyed at Lynton 
and Lynmonth, as long as Billy, Bob and Snook are not littering 
about you whilst you look at it. 

As regards Billy, that unhappy honourable very nearly came to 
dire emef the day before yesterday, when Lardi, he and I were 
rambling in the lanes. 
Lardi espied some bright poppies, and being a nice, unselfish, con- 
siderate girl, ordered Billy to scramble through and get them. 
With an enormous deal of puffing and blowing this Billy did, and 
was about to return when a bull that we had not noticed till then 
suddenly noticed Billy and came swooping down on him, “Save 
yourself!" L shrieked. 
came the bull. Happily there was a tree, and in an astonishingly 
short time (for Billy) Billy was upitand Mr. Bull going for the 
trunk. Meanwhile 
our shrieks attracted 
the attention of a 
small boy, who called 
another small boy, 
who laughed at Billy 
and then reluctantly 
went in search of the 
bull's proprietor. The 
proprietor drove away 
the bull, and poor 
Billy, with a big tear 
in his clothes, crept 
through the gap inthe 


~ 
Lilly's capture. 


breathed again. But 
Lam happy to say the 
bull trampled on the 
poppies. 

* 


cident has just oc- 
curred. Two little 
children have claimed 
the Dook Snook as 


to his cont tails, We 


into the sea, and, | 


But poor Billy seemed paralyzed, and on | 


hedge and once more | fof | Z 3 
| birthday) was so rich in the pock-marks of childhood that it 


* * 
A remarkable in- | 


resort of | 


Looking through a small gap ina hedze | 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A DECEPTION. 

WHEN she's dancing in the ballet, 
Wildly every male heart throbs. 

She is billed as Edith Marchant, 
But her name is lolly Blobbs, 

See the pretty golden ringlets 
Clust’ring round the shapely head. 

Who's to know that it's a wig, aud 
‘That her hair's a dirty red? 

To depict those limbs and figure, 
Court photographers have begyed. 

Wondertul what eating does, for 
Edith’s almost bandy legged. 


And she bears her years right grandly ; 
For, although she wishes you 

To imagine that she’s twenty, 
She is nearly fifty-two. 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A, SLoPER, Esq., F'.0.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged,and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XII. 
RICHARD II. 1377 to 1399, 

RICHARD II. was the son of the Black Prince. Things are here- 
ditary, He turned out to be a black lez. When only eleven years 
old, Richard was crowned at Westmiuster. Where he was half- 
crowned, history does not particularly say, Yet he must have had 
a good many half-dollars handed him in his time. His favourite 
was Regnault de Sloper, who carried the Blue Pig as his crest, aud 
bore as his famous motto, “| stand in.” 

During the reign of Richard I]. there was a great rising of the 
lower classes. The taxes were very high. “The iand,” says Reg- 


' nault de Sloper, in his famous memoirs, * was bent by tax-gatherers, 


You had only to fall over a water-rates on the doormat, to drive 
your chump into a gas-beggar coming across the road. The king's 
taxes were terrible! People would have liked to have got on, only 
it couldn't be always jerked quite comfortably.” 

The rebellion was soon foamed into fury. 

A tax-gatherer just looked in at the house ofa tiler, and was 
rude to the man’s daughter. 

According to De Sloper, the man said— 

“What do you mean by grumbling about cashing up? T tell you 
what, that young woman's life isn’t all port wine and seedy biscuit, 
let alone di’'mond broaches and Brut Imperial. Because you are in 
the third best row at the ‘ Friv..——" 

The man never finished the sentence, for the girl's father coming 


| behind “?im ‘it ‘im on the ‘ed with a ‘evy ‘ammer.” 


This to the youthful and innocent reader must needs point an 
excellent moral. It is the duty of no one to be nasty with dear, 
well regulated little girls, It is the duty of every father who has 
a dwughter on the stage to follow after her with a “'ammer in ‘is 
‘and.” It ain't quite the best line to get her married into the 
peerage. But what is right is right—even if it don’t pay even as 
far as standing a three-penn’orth. 

The rebellion was kept going by Wat Tyler and Jack Straw, after 
whom is called a celebrated tavern on Hampstead Heath, opposite 
which the mokes do often congregate. 

Wat Tyler was killed by Lord Mayor Walworth, whose statue 
now stands on Holborn Viaduct. What it stands we don't exactly 
know. We wish it would come down and stand something at the 
“ Blue Pig” sometimes—anything over fours. 

In the reign of Richard Il. was fought the battle of Chevy 
Chase, at Otterbourne. It was fought between the English Percies 
and the Seotch Douglases. The battle was undecided. In the 
ballad of Chevy Chase it says that when some beggar's legs were 


| cut off, “he fought upon his stumps.” 


There is an Ananias flavour about this like the best of lemon 
peel in the last one before closing time. 

Richard I]. was chucked off his throne by his cousin, Henry of 
Lancaster, Richard was murdered. He was not a good king, but 
we're not all exactly Jack the Rippers and we're, indeed, so far 
sorry for him. 

—— 


A REASONABLE AND SEASONABLE WARNING. 
ONE meets her out at public halls 
(Of course, by just the merest chances !) ; 
She’s quite the belle at early balls— 
Or rather, Cinderella dances, 
She's fuir and handsome, tall and strong, 
Like ladies in Fo gig great 
She's quite-the /_ No, that is wrong; 
We should have said, she's quite the “ S eoher.” 
You know the sort of girl we mean— 
You've guessed the species in a minute: 
The empress of the room—the queen 
The very instant she comes in it. 
She's rich (her father ships in wool) ; 
A flirt, but gets no admonition ; 
And while her cup of joy is full, 
Her programme's in the same condition, 


She dances splendidly. But ere 
You beg of her a dance, or dances, 
Take this advice, my friend: Beware 
The mashing magie of her glances. 
You'll tind her easy in the waltz ; 
The girl's reversing’s very clever— 
But changing’s one of woman's faults 
In dancing through the world for ever! 


“But she's so sweet,” you urge. That's true! 
As sweet, say, as a pot of honey ! 

But what has that to do with you, 
Unless you're like a pot of money? 

Take warning while you've still the chance, 
Pay more attention, in the Lancers, 

To all the figures of the dance, 
Than all the figures of the dancers ! 

SSS 


ON THE WANE. 

THF honeymoon had waned, and with the wassail o'er had come 
the sad awakening that it was only a money match. Never before 
had Barnabas Bullybong thought his new-wed wife so majestically 
ugly. True, he knew when he courted her that the golden 
shimmer of her locks was mostly due to a free use of salta of 
lemon, and that, before it got its daily dose of bismuthive cream 
and fakement on; her “heavenly face” (ride his own verses 
written in the fly-leaf of the Enquire Within he gave her on her 


could have given ten yards in a hundred and a beating to a 
shilling cribbage board—and now ! now that he had run through 


| the eighty-two pounds ten and sixpence she had accumulated in 


their papa, and are at | 
this moment hanging | 


have cross-examined | 


them (the children, | 
~ Papa, papa!” not the coat tails) 
with severity, but 
they stick to it and them (their story and the coat tails). The 


Dook is furious. But, then, how could there be anvone else in the 
world affected with a similar aspect! It is incredible. 


| the Post Oftice Savings Bank, he saw her in her true undowered 


brutal plainness. 

“Barnabas,” she said to him at breakfast the other morning, 
* Barnabas, will you leave me some money, if you go out?” 

“Money! What d'ye want money for?” 

“To buy curtains with,” she replied. 

“What d'ye want with curtains?” 

“To put up on the parlour windows.” 

“What in the name of Nebuchadnezzar d'ye want with curtains 
up on the parlour windows?” 

“So that the people across the street at Aubrey Tower can't see 
me.” 

“TIave they seen ye yet?” 

“Not that | know of, Barnabas. Why?” 

* Wait till they see yer-they'lt buy the curtains then; and dashed 
quick, too!” 5 ‘ : 


THE SHOVEHAPENNY SCANDAL. 


_—— 

THE Marquis of Shovehapenny was a living and very lively 
contradiction to the adage, “Lucky at cards, unlucky in love.” 

His successes 
at both pas- oes = 
times were phe- 
nomenal—so 
phenomenal, 
indeed, with 
regard to the 
former, that 
sinister whis- 
pers were occa- 
sionally heard 
impugning the 
legitimacy of 
his luck. 

The marquis 
was, perhaps, 
the finest 
“Nap” player of 
his own, or any 
other, _genera- 
tion, e had 
been not inapt- 
ly dubbed the 
“Penny ‘Nap’ 
Champion of 
the World and 
Pimlico.” He 
frankly admit- 
ted that he paid 
income-tax on 
his “ Nap” win- 
nings to the 
tune of twelve 
hundred a year. 


“T place them in this vase.” 


The brightest ornament of the circle in which the 
marquis moved was the Hon, Elvira Bangle. Although she had 
borne the heat and burden of ten or twelve seasons, her infantine 
artlessness and chaste simplicity of stvle were as strongly apparent 
as when first she bared her dimpled shoulders to an approving 
world. It was difficult to say where nature ceased and art stepped 
in. Fresh as paint,she flaunted her loveliness in the teeth of ad- 
vancing years, and, in 2 spirit of true patriotism, obeyed the behest 
embodied in our fine old national watchword, and “ kept her powder 
dry.” Rumour eredited her with entertaining a decided penchant 
for the marquis, ; 
_ The Hon. Elvira's rooms in Sutherland Street were ablaze with 
light. Pimlico, according to weekly custom, had sent forth her 
fairest sons and daughters, and Elvira herself set forth the card 
tables amid a hum of approbation from the assembled aristocracy. 
_ There shall be no mistake to-night,” she whispered to Lord 
Knozog, as they wheeled a card table into her pink quilted boudoir. 
‘ “Ethel, Mabel, 
ae ee - ourselves and } 
Nos ae he will play ‘ 
aa here alone, and 
youe 1 have taken 
( every nce trom 
the pack we 
shall use. See! 
I place them in ; 
this vase. Keey t | 
your eyes open, 
and follow my 
lead boldly ' 
when I launch iy! 
the accusation.” 
“You bet 
your boots,” he 
responded, 
darkly. “The 
bounder ramped 
me for twelve 
and six the 
night before 
last, and I have 
sworn revenge!” 
Directly after- 
wards the mar- 
quis entered, and 
a little ter 
the select five 
seated tn 


‘were 
the boudoir, 
deeply en- 
iu the ever-fescinating mysteries of “Nap” 

“Tt’s your call, Mabel. Mine? Oh, pass! I pass—two.” 

“Three !" cried Elvira, 

“How much is there in ‘ Kitty’? asked the marquis. 

“One and tenpence,” said Lord Knozoo, “are you going the lot?” 

“Yes; I'll try them,” he replied, carelessly. “ Ace of disunonds ! 
What! not a trump out? That's fortunate. Ace, king; tive 
times,” and he threw down his cardand made a grab for the saucer. 

“Stay !" cried Elvira, rising suddenly. “This is too sultry ! 
Shovehapenny, you're cheating. There is not—or, rather, ought not 
to be—an ace in the pack. | took the four out before we com- 
menced, and placed them in yonder vase. Here they are! Appar- 
eutly, however, you carry your own aces with you.” 

“By Jove! you know,” spluttered Lord Knozoo, “ This is above 


ajoke, I'm not going to stand it any longer. I've had my suspi- 

cions for a long time, and I shall at once make the matter public.” 
“Ah!” said 

the = marquis, 


calmly rising as 
hespoke, “that, 
at all events, is 
sufficiently «de- 
finite to act 
upon”; and he 
knocked him 
down, 

“ Are youstill 
of opinion I've 
been cheating?” 
he asked, lean- 
ing over the 
‘prostrate 

<noz00, 

“Perhaps— 
very likely—no 
doubt, I’m mis - 
taken,”  stam- 
mered the lord- 
ling, “but 
Elvira——" 

“The lady 
who is to be- 
come my wife 
within the next 
ten days will, 
Tam sure, con- 
fexs to having 
indulged in a 
little joke at my 
expense,” smiled the placid marquis, looking pointed|y at Elvirn. 

“Certainly,” she cried; “it was merely a joke. Shovehaperssy 
and I arranged it weeks ago.” But Ethel and Mabel remained 
incredulous, and, through their information, Society formed its own 
opinion, though the affair did end ina marriage. 


Kuocked him down. 
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Tak PROPOSAL. THE FAIR BANJOIST. THE PENALTY OF GREATNESS. 
CMe epdires to th Dilys Seb oraph “tfer footsteps lad the lightness, Poor little Sneolktsonm always wants te be thought somebody, so 
eae i Hler veier Che jevetis tone 5 H fnforiis sete Visitors at merry slarrate that Ae is the wonderful von romantic, dear? Tam awfully so, 
“Our Chiklren’s Tears, | Noe tokens of a vouthtal heart rain uaker that they lave lewrd somneh about! (With the aber ) mnbition is to become a pirate chiefs 
[Whee tate he had to tell ma arterwcrds } Where sorrows are unknown, | unpleasant result, bride.’— Extract from Letter of Young Ladu, 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER._LORD WOLSELEY. 
3 


°° Moss Shaper ow Ul be delashted to receive photographs Prein those 
uf her riends who portraus hitee not yet been caserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


(SS 


| 
| 

wrof beanty isa joy foreves” So thonght the restdents in the neigh: ) nose out ef vont vkiss, ad wait a bit, can't you? My lord, the language of precious 

rs teins. as Chevy ex pe tel that joy forever tor quite half an stones Cells ts that ties constancy and fidelity in conquest, Newt Tsay that 

" Kininent patrolled in front of Miltew Court, while waiting for his im vou we have —" jolly yood fellow!" began Alexandry, inpatient te 

sen, Mlexcamiry rit was the jutention of bis proud father, that on this oceasion do the honours, 5 anhs, thanks!” cried his lordship, aiiel moved, and 

| only the turquoise eved should be present at an interview—to wit, that with Lord vrasping A, SLores hand; “you would make a gallant soldier, SLOPE “My 

Wolseley, “You amd your son will take a ylass of wine, Mr. SLormit?” said his lord, to tight for my Queen and country with my life’s blood is my ambition !"— 

e { lordship, receiviuy them at the Horse Guards, “IT thank vou, my lord, but houkl (i). And as the Veteran stepped back to strike an attitude, he tripped over his sabre, 

No, 200,—Miss MINNIE DENNO, | prefer to blend a little meat juice with Alexandry, if yon happen to have a beefsteak und, like a soldier, fell. “Amd your son?" “1 ses ditto to father,” said the youth, 

“Ah! but she is the fairest of her sex.” —The Dook Snook. | dandy “Ot D assure you it wout hart him, Mr, SLoreR. Tain my own wine |“ Bruve boy !" remarked Lord Wolseley, patting him onthe bushy ; “both youra-pir- 

“What perfect grace is in her every gesture.” =<Lord fio merchant, you know,” —(2), Soon a bntler was handing ruund port and sherry. | ations shail be ratified—serveant ! —(5). A sergeant entered and suluted. “ Swear 

: ; EAR ds ig wor s {© Mv lord,” LA. SLOPER, rising, sherry wine in hand —Alexamiry took port; “iy | in those two recruits.” Copy of telegram to the Head Cashier at “The Sloperies,” 
“Yes, beauty snei: as hers is rare indeed." The Hou. Killa, lord, Drise ta propose a torst whieh Loam sure my son will—Alexandry, take your ' “Horse Guards—send immediately £60 to buy otf Alexandry and self.—SLOPRR.” 


THE ELDER SEES HIMSELF AS OTHERS SEE HIM. 
Ons \ 


QQ). The Laird has heen observed (2). The Elder was enjoying the paper on Saturday, especially a spley bit, entitled, “ The true History of the Rrow- (3). When the Eller turned the leaf and read, “McNab isa healthy, bull-nosed pestil- 
several tinmsof late, da close eonfie- side Dans ine! ejacniated he“ thisis fine: here's the Minister, an’ Snatehnin, an’ Swine, an’ the bale o' them enee, whois even suspected of, being a Seotch Mahatma,” he joined in the procession 


bulution with a literary geutleman, Lit off giaud.” Zhe Lard, coidently tryiny to beat record, then sailed by, followed by a shrieking crowd. thut uttered towards the setting sun, And, oh! the languaye,—well, there! 
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* Summer is past and gone—or almost so, T should sav—and who will regret its departure? Not | goastray:—This grand idea the poor to dress, Is just the thing, I must confess :— Poor Henry's “g 
1. for one, for | have already laid ina sufticient stock of good old winter complaints to furnish a | shouts are all in rain, So, sad at heart, he takes the train:—A Theosophist—what a name !—Our 
dozen doctors with cases fora twelve month, and have not much doubt that if summer (save the | Mrs, Besant trics the game :—The shines of Barnet Fair were sine, But nothing to compare with 
mark !) had proved of much longer duration, your humble servant would have no longer intlicted mine :—Thearthal Turk and erafty Bear, Some knacish tricks again ye pare -— The city’s chi 
the world with his presence. But to business — With sorters acting in thisway, No wouder letters «and greatest © pot,” At three poor goslins takes a shot —YHE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN: 


THE ARTFUL DODGER. 


Fond Mamma, We're in the Strand now, Matilda. Keep close 
to me, and dou't look after the young men, whatever you do. 
Your Pa and I don't want any abductions in the family. 


UP TO DATE. 
“Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day ?"— Shakespeare, 


oY 


Thomson. Hallo, Trotters, how are you? You seem surprised to see us down here. 
Trotters. No, I'm not exactly surprised to see you, but knowing you were only married last week, 
those children rather. well, er—-— 
THE LIGHT THAT FAILED | Thomson. Oh, the kids! they're not ours, my boy. Borrowed ‘em off some friends, Don't want every- 
“Gotit! No. Ye-es! Nu! Ob, demmit, the last one, too!” | one to know we're on vur houcymoon—twig ? The fligty young widow and the frisky masher. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, September 19, 1891. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


oe 


THAT portion of the noble army of bathers, who are compelled 
to he sitistied fur their morning dip with the limited space and 
meagre supply of 
water placed at 
their disposal by 
the numerous 
Swimming Com- 
panies’ baths 
abounding in the 
metropulis, — will 
greet the appear- 
ance of the Cleo- 
patra Bath, situ- 
ated on the 
Thames Embank- 
ment, near Char- 
ing Cruas_ Pier, 
with a feeling of 
thankfulness, for 
within its pre- 
cincts is situated 
the largest swim- 
ming area in Lon- 
don, The length 
is no less than 
133. ft., while the 
depth varies from 
2 ft. 6 in. at one 
end, to 6 ft. 6 in. 
at the other, The 
whole building is 
illuminated by 
electricity, and it is without doubt, the airiest, best ventilated and 
most attractive bath it has ever been our lot to visit. A. SLOPER 
is not much given to patronizing the water, as our readers well 
know; but there are exceptions to all rules, and the Emineat has 
already made, and will continue to make, the Cleopatra Baths oue 
of his exceptions, ee 

. 


We are pleased to be able to inform our readers that the result 
of “ALLY SLOPER's £1,000 Competition” will positively be 
made known inthe “ HALF-HOLIDAY” for October 3rd. There are 
still a very large number of verses to examine, but we feel sure that 
justice cau be done to all by the time named, 


2. 

SINCE the introduction of the ticket system on the "buses of the 
London General Omnibus Company, it has been suggested that a 
suitable motto for the conductors would be “In for a penny, in for 
a Pound.” Somehow or other, the Chairman of the L. G. 0. C. 
doesu't bite. *,° 

To be considered young or, rather, never to be considered elderly, 
has always been regarded as one of the little weaknesses of the 
fair sex. A book of counsels on the 
difficult art of remaining youthful 
has just been published in Paris, 
and is being greedily devoured by 
every belle between eighteen and 
seventy, Apropos, rather a good 
story is related of a love sick Parisian 
who wished to give a little present 
to his Marie. Hearing this _par- 
ticular book talked of so much he 
invested in a copy and sent it‘to his 
fiancée, Who, however, took it as a 
retlection on her age and appear- 
ance, and forthwith wrote indig- 
nantly declining to see him again, 


* 

THE Sloper Hat that the “Same 
Old Charley” is wearing while on 
beat on the road leading to the 
Devil's Dyke, was presented to him 
as amark of esteem by the Eminent. 
We mention the fact, because it was 
rumoured in Brighton that “The 
Wild Man of the Woods" had_ob- 
tained it on the hire system. This 
isa mistake. 5 s 

s 


C. T. BRocK AND Co. are, un- 
Lenmar gg gg is ait rival 
P sts. e isplay at 
their recent benefit at the © rT 
Palace wassimply marvellous. With 
two such men av SLOPEeR and Brock to boast of, the prestige of 
Bngland ia assured. oe 

s 


ALLY is awfully fond of his readers, and he has every reason to 
suppose that the feeling is reciprocated ; but he really cannot pep 
remarking that some of them don't seem to understand the di 
ference between the words “ subscription” and “contribution.” It 
makes the Old Man quite angry to open a letter commencing, 
* Dear ALLY, | herewith send you a subscription for your ‘ HALF- 
Houipay,” and then when he turns anxiously to look for the 
expected Lx, 8d., or 38, 3/7., or Gs, Gd, to find instead some ancient 
wheeze, ora lengthy screed rocky enough in metre to make the hair 
of our Ottice Pote stand on end, and freeze the life blood in his 
veins with horror, Don't do it again, anybody, please. 

ss 


THk Daily Telegraph is at present struggling hard to put down 
drink, Strange to say, A. SLOPER puts it down without an effort, 
* 


IN spite of the bad odour which attaches itself tothe name of the 
Princess’ Theatre, a great effort is being made by the present 
manager to. brenk, 


a pg gee an as down all prejudice 
ama : and to bring back to 
¢ ~*~ the theatre that 


popularity which it 
enjoyed during the 
Wilson Barrett 
regime, The selec- 
tion of such a stirring 
play as Arrah-na- 
Pogue for the even- 
ing bill is certainly 
a move in the right 
direction, and will 
undoubtedly render 
the manager great 
assistance in his 
struggle against ad- 
versity. The piece, 
about ten or fifteen 
- years ago, was very 
popular with the 
» public, and we have 
no reason for think- 
ing that, in recent 
yenrs, the general 
taste has altered 
to any great extent. 
The cast engaged for 
the interpretation of 
the drama is about 
as strong a one as could have been got together, and includes the 
name of such popular favourites as Amy Roselle, Ella Terriss, 
Neury Neville and Arthur Dacre. 


| the programme at the Tivoli just 


| white nigger to get such a com- 


THERE are really 80 many good variety entertainments in London 
just now that it is auything but an easy task to say which is the 
st; but in our modest opinion, 
for number and quality of “turns,” 


bow not only walks away With 
the bun, but with every other 
article of confectionery in the 
bakery besides. Dear old Charlie 
Morton must have worked like a 


pany together—a company which 
included nearly every star and 
music hall artiste in London: 
Albert Chevalier, Charles God- 
frey, George Fairburn, Tom Lea- 
more, Jenny Hill, Bessie Bell- 
wood, Marie Loftus, Addie Con- 
yers, Alice Leamar, Marie Collins, 
and several other charming little 
darlings in pretty pink tights or 
dainty silk stockings, and filmy 
petticoats and other articles ap- 
pertaining to loveliness, which 
make the Eminent to say, Jam! 
and M‘Dougall and Charrington, 
Fie! ** 


Ow Friday evening, September 
4th, A. SLOPER, accompanied by 
all that is scrumptious, sauntered 
into the Standard Music Hall, 
Pimlico, When the invitation came from Mr. R. Wake, the 
Eminent never realized the full weight of the compliment passed 
upon him. But, after seeing Brown, New!and and Le Clerq, Jolly 
John Nash, Nellie L’Estrange, Kate Unice and Arthur Forrest, he 
came away fully impressed with the idea and belief that the manage- 
meut of the Royal Standard is considerably more than seven, 

zs * 


= 
CHARLIE COLLETTE, F.O.S., is busy in the provinces. He has 
just tinished a starry engagement in the Isle of Man, where he was 
the recipient of a handsome gold mounted cane. ‘The presentation 
was made by one of ALLY'S loves, the graceful and accomplished 
dancer, Nelly Navette. Charlie, as usual, is running about the 
country, appearing in three or four places the same night. He 
returns, however, to g old Sam Adams and the Trocadero at 
the end of the mouth, we 
= 


EVER since a recent notorious case at Aldershot the members of 
the constabulary have been doing their level best to revenge the 
insult offered to the Force, by trumping up all sorts 
of charges against entirely innocent persons, For- 
tunately, however, for the latter, the utter untrust- 
worthiness of the evideuce uguist them was too 
apparent even to 
the somewhat 
clouded intellects 
of the London 
magistrates who, 
in some cases, al- 
though it must 
have pained them 
deeply to do so, 
went so for as to 
administer a se- 
vere reprimand; 
whilst in one in- 
stance the Chief 
Commissioner 
yee Sroneny dis- 
iss two cone 
stables. Of course, 
we know that we 
ought not to be too 
hard on Robert, 
who, perhaps, has 
been in the Force 
ten years and 
never had a case, 
and this, doubtless, makes him desperate. 


Still, if he were to pay 
u little less attention to the pretty nursemaid at No. 41, and a little 


more to the proper execution of his duty, who knows but that 
some day he might be in a position to boast proudly of having 
caught some desperate ruffian red-handed i 
or arrested some youthful miscreant in the very act of cheating an 
aceemplice at the illegal pastime of chuck tarthing: 

8 


Ld 
Ow Sunday, September Cth, A. SLOPER and the Heir tothe Sloper 

Estates, girded up their loins and took part in the Parade in Aid 
of the Funds of the Kilburn Dispensary. “ Now that you're getting 
known, feyther, as a Public Philanthropist,” suggested Alexandry 
the Budlet, “don't you think it would be well now and again to 
come a bit sober to these ‘ere demonstrations?" A, SLOPER did 
not chide his offspring. He was busy drawing corks. 

ss 


THE Moth Eaten One has been pleased to confer the “Sloper | 


Award of Merit" upon Fatty COLEMAN, because he's so hind to 


the choristers, “1s it true, feyther,” asked the Blue Eyed Super, | 


“that Fatty has a subterranean passage from his diggings, on the 
King's Road, Brighton, right bang into the middle of the bar of 
‘The Old Ship’?” And all the Old Man could reply was, “ Ask 
Miss Riordan, Alec; ask Miss Riordan,” 


* 

IN a very few days now the seaside season for 1891 will be at an 
end, and already the most popular of our seaside resorts on the 
east and west coasts are fast emptying of 
visitors. The past season has undoubtedly 
caused more disappointment all round than 
has been the case for many years past. Love- 
liness is disappointed at the few opportunities 
atforded her of displaying her very latest in 
recherché bathing dresses; but the lodging 
house keepers seem to be the chief sufferers 
from the unseasonable weather to which we 
have been treated throughout the whole of 
the past few months. The complaints from 
this source are many and deep, and during 
the coming winter the poet of poverty will 
be felt by many a family who depend upon 
their summer's takings for their winter's keep. 
This is a sad state of affairs, indeed, and the 
victims of a treacherous climate have our 
heartfelt and si neere sympathy, 


* 

Mr. EDWIN GEORGE BOXELL, the assis- 
tant secretary to the Hove Regatta, held on 
the llth inst., deserves the thanks of all 
people interested in such forms of sport for 
the energy he displayed in getting such a 
capital programme together. A, SLOPER'S 
got his eye on Edwin. . 

* 


SNATCHER had a” very narrow escape 
recently at the Dore, Totley and Holmestield 
Agricultural Show, when the tent in which 
he was exhibited came down with a crash 
Rescued from his perilous position, he was 
very appropriately housed in the refreshment room for the rest of 
the afternoon, “ Love mesh, love my dogesh.” (Z/ic.)—A. SLOPER 
Up To Date. 


in a game of tip-cat, . 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING SEPTEMBER 26th, 1891. 
——— 

20th September, 1857.—Captain Johnson, of the Nor. 
wegian baryue, £i/en, this day, arriving in New York, stated :— 
“Just before six in the afternoon of September 12th, suddenly a 
bird flew around me on the quarter-deck. 1 caught hold of it and 
made it a prisoner, The bird was unlike any bird I ever saw, nor 
do | know its name. The colour of its feathers was a dark iron- 
grey ; its body was a foot anda half in length, with wings three 
and a half feet from tiptotip. It hada beak full eight inches lony, 
anda set of teeth likea small handsaw. In capturing the bird ji 
gave men good bite on my right thumb; two of the crew who 
assisted in tying its legs were also bitten. As it strove to bite 
everybody, I had its head afterwards cut off, and the body thrown 
overboard. When the bird flew to the ship, the barque was steeriny 
a little north of north-east. J regarded the appearance of the bird 
as an Omen, and an indication to me that I must change my 
course ; | accordingly headed to the eastward direct. I should not 
have deviated from my course had not the bird visited the ship; 
and had it not been for this change of course, | should not have 
fallen in with the forty-nine passengers of 7he Central America, 
whom | fortunately saved from certain death.” 


21st September, 1873.—On this day died Carlo Gatti, who, 
coming to London a poor, triendless boy, acquired, by his shrewd. 
ness and industry, a large fortune. At a trial in 1869 or '70, for 
compensation for removal, he boasted of having made a protit vf 
#4,0UU a year by selling penny ices alone. 


22nd September, 1839.—< Calais paper, of this date, states 
that twenty chests of gold, containing three millions sterling, lately 
passed, coming from Biagisad, and addressed to M. Rothschild. 


23rd September, 1842.—A great fire broke out this day in 
Liverpool. The damage was estimated at £700,000, About twenty 
lives were supposed to have been lost during the three days the 
contlagration raged. 


24th September, 1736.—This day a remarkably fat boar 
was taken up in coming out of Fleet Ditch into the Thames, It 
roved to be a butcher's, near Smithfield Bars, who had missed 
nim tive months, all which time he had been in the common sewer, 
and was improved in price from ten shillings to two guiueas, 


25th September, 1815.—The ad daily paper in America 


, 


was this duy printed at Albany, New York, 

26th September, 1839.—A newspaper of this date states 
that “A most remarkable fact connected with the old London 
volice is likely soon to transpire in an official shape. When Mr. 
?lank, the ofticer, waited on Fauntleroy, who suffered for forgery, 
he was asked by the banker if he could not take his word for 
appearing to answer the charge. ‘It is impossible,’ was the repiy. 
The banker then pointed to a box, and intimated that it contained 
£70,000, which he might call his own if he abandoned his duty. 
The answer and the result need not be stated.” 


ANOTHER EXAMPLE OF MAN'S MEANNESS. 


THE maid was more than fair, 

The maid was more than sweet ; 
She'd wealth of soft and golden hair, 
. Anda smile that was discreet. 


Her smile was all for me— 
A bachelor most odd— 
And I to-day am very free— 
1 loved the ground she trod. 


But yet the match was baulked, 
Because, B ae sir, or dame, 

The ground ‘pon which this maiden walked 
Stood in her brother's name. 


A LITTLE MISTAKE. 


““Youne man,” said a Pecksniffian looking individual to our 
Meek Faced Contributor, who sat reading the “ HALF-HOLIDAY” 
in the most comfortable corner of the railway compartment and 
vainly endeavouring to calculate the exact number of errors the 
compositors had made in setting up his “copy "—“ young man. put 
down that pernicious publication. Put it down, | say ; it is redolent 
of the snares of the Evil One, of drink, of damcing and of mario- 
nette performances. Does it not also treat of theatres and of music 
halls and other abodes of the Devil? Pause, therefore, while there is 
yet time, before the low jests of the abandoned crew who fill its 
columns have turned you from the path of righteousness. But if 
you are really in want of some wholesome reading, I have here a 
ittle tract, which |——” 

“Shut up, you ancient idiot,” responded our meek faced one, 
with that studied politeness for which he is so justly celebrated : 
“Tam one of the crew myself, so it won’t do me very much harm 


' to read my own work, will it? And look here, my long visaged 


friend, let me earnestly advise you to invest in a copy of this 
estimable journal at the very next stopping place; for, | warn you, 
that if you pitch any more of your cant at me, you'll meet with 
your death in a railway accident, as sure as you're sitting there 
ooking as funky as a mongrel cur at the sight of a sausage shop: 
and, in that case, the world will be one humbug poorer, and your 
next-of-kin one hundred and fifty quid in pocket." 7 

As there was no communication attached to the carriage, it was, 
perhaps, fortunate for the reason of the tract scatterer that at 
that moment the train pulled up at a station and gave him the 
opportunity of which he instantly took advantage, of bolting far 
away into the darkuess of the night. 


——— 


REAL HARD LINES. 


THE fair rays of the young moon fell upon the convict prison of 
Dartmoor, awakening strange grey shadows on the hard stone walls. 
The worthy chaplain was going his last rounds that night. He was 
Jate, but he had only one or two more prisoners to see, and few were 
likely to keep him long. Half-way along one of the corridors he 
entered a cell, where, upon a plank bed, sat 2 wretched convict 
already divested of his outer clothes, As the poor wretch sat there 
he seemed lost in melancholy thought, and though his dark kee 
eyes rested first upon his eollow stocking and then upon his blue, 
it was clear his thoughts were far away. 

“What ails you to-night, eighty-seven?” inquired the good 
pastor ; “you seem in sorrow, whereas, as | reminded you yesterday, 
your time expires on the 22nd; you should be looking forward 
with a great joy——” 

“ Ah, sir, you don’t know all.” 

“Oh, yes I do, eighty-seven. It was an awful crime, but I ium 
willing to believe that you committed it in a moment of — is 
ks Oh, thas eal right, sir, I ain't takin’ nothink back over that— 

S-s-a-h-h-h——’ 

“Well—you understand me, sir—that’s expiated, but what's more, 
even now I've done my bit, | don’t want to leave th’ prison—1 feel 
as I mayn't be able to trust myself——” 

“Why, what do you mean?” 

“Look here, sir,” he muttered, despondingly. “Arter I kicked 
my fust wife to death, and the judge give me fifteen years for !!. 
there was one bright cheerin’ thought ever present with me to ey 
ny pecker up durin’ those long years o’ solitary confinement. 
had, at anyrate, got rid o’ my mother-in-law. But, so help Ae 
never, there's no gittin’ rid 0’ some people, an’ [ learn by this yere 
lett-r which I got to-day as she's bin an’ gone an’ married my 
second wife's father, blame me if she ain't!” 
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TEA AND ITS TERRORS. 


—~— 
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virants, beware, 

drinking of tea 

have a care; 

For the latest big 
boo: 


m 
Re the Tea-drinker's 


m, 

Shows that ten’s a 
delusion and 
snare ! 

It seems that the 
tannin in tea 
May make you feel 
easy and free; 

It may get in your 

pate \ 

Till you'll seem in 
astate 


As though you had 
been on the 


ey ? Tee 


spree— 
D'ye see? 
Some declare tea 
will give you 
D.T.! 


All this from dis- 
. cussions we 
glean 
As to terrors of tea, black and green ; 
Some seem fain to be 
wn on Indian t 
And think Chinese brands “all serene.” 
While some with this view disagree, 
And think that transposed it should be ; 
So they daily discuss 
Which is better or wuss, 
And meanwhile, the patient B. P. 
(Who'd free 


A ___——7 =’ IX 


From this tea deum) still quaffs its tea! 


THE LADIES’ IDOL. 
(A ROMANCE OF SCARBOROUGH.) 


HE was by far the most popular man in the boarding-house ; he 
completely took the shine out of the rest of us men, and, although 
we each endeavoured for a time to compete with him, we were all 
compelled to retire ingloriously from the contest, and leave him in 
sole possession of the field and of every heart in the establishment 
that beat beneath a corset. 

He wasn’t particularly good-looking (even the ladies confesse! 
that), but he had what t si unanimously described as a “ sympa- 
thetic face”; but it was in his manners and conversation that he 
scored so heavily, such wit as he displayed, such sympathy, such a 
perfect acquaintance with such a diversity of subjects! Then he 
was so impartial in the distribution of his favours, being, apparently, 
equally happy listening for the twentieth time toa graphic yang be 
tion of rich old Mrs. Tomlinson’s “ symptoms,” or sitting quietly 
on the verandah endeavouring to instil a liking for the beauties of 
Browning into 
the mind of the 
lovely Miss Wiz- 
zietyg. Bless 
me, how they 
idolized him! 
Wis he a few 
minutes late for 
breakfast, 
twenty anxious 
voic's specu. 
lated as to the 
cause, twenty 
hitherto healthy 
appetites disap- 
penred; did he 
jail tocomeinto 
Junch, half a 
dozen strong 
minded women went into violent hysterics, and declared that 
they “knew he was drowned,” that he was “too good to live,” 
etc., whilst the more romantically inclined darkly hinted that if 
the worst hand happened, life for them would in future be but a 
hollow mockery: 

Never shall [ forget the anguish depicted on every countenance 
when Affulbull announced that he felt too unwell to come to a pic- 
nic which he himself had organized. It was to have been a very 
enjoyable affair, but this cast a decided damper on the proceedings. 
The ladies were continually lamenting the absence of their pet, 
and, altogether, no one felt sorry when we got back. “Oh, yes!’ 
said the girl, “ Mr. Affulbull was much better, and he'd ‘ad a tele- 
fram callin’ him to London for a day, but he'd left note.” It 
was brief, The writer merely desired to thank us for the con- 
siderate manner in which we had afforded him the opportunity of 
investigating the contents of our trunks, and also for the kindly 
feeling which prompted the ladies to wear so little jewellery that 
day. Then the band played in earnest. Women shrieked ; men 
swore; the police were sent for; but, in spite of every effort of 
those highly spbeligete officers, we lave never again set eyes upon 
the gentleman with the sympathetic countenance, or the £67 in 
cash and the ££50 worth of jewellery with which he decamped. 


—-—_—_ 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No, 12.—TIL.y St, Dipier. 


THE bric-d-brac rattled and 
rumbled ; 
The clock from the mantel- 
piece dropped. 
“It's an earthquake!” 
Scientist mumbled, 
And out of his sanctum he 


the 


hopped. 
But the shock had been caused 
by the roaring 
Of far away “Friv.” 
entranced, 
Who insisted on madly encoring 
When Tilly St. Didier danced ! 


gods, 


One mene through the “Friv.” 
there resounded 
_Awild cry of “ Fire! "and it got 
To the ears of brave Shaw, and 
he bounded 
With engines and men to the 


\\ — 
// \ 
re s\\\\s, 
. : spot. 
But os Captain too soon to his 
uty 
Had sprung. 'Twas the gallery 
/ | Sang : 
| | Telling cat, “ FIRE away, little 


ri 
When Tilly St. Didier sang ! 


[ The remaining one thousand tivo 
hundred verses have been suppressed. We can make a little allow- 
ance for vur Bard's enthusiasm, but this is too much.—ED.] 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


VALE HOvSsE, GUERNSEY, August 28th, 1891. 
_ DEAR MR. SLOPER,—I feel very proud to think that my shoot- 
ing has pe me the distinction of receiving your “ Award of 
Merit.” Please accept my thanks for the same, 
W. L, LEALE, 


Yours faithfully, 
JERSEY, August 29th, 1891. 
DEAR ALLY,—I was sorry to see that Miss Tootsie had madea 
mistake about our island. “The Marine” was pulled down about 
two vears ago, and in its place stands “The Grand,” a handsome 
building in the Queen Anne style, Col. North, F.0.8., being one 


of the principal shareholders, Had we known’ that Miss Tootsie | 


intended visiting our island, we would have offered our services 
and given all the information concerning the island we could. 
And now, dear ALLY, [ must tell you how much I like your “ HALF- 
Houipay,” I have been a subscriber from the first, and have one 
sent to New Zealand and the Fiji to each of my sisters. Wishing 
you every success in the future.—Yours truly M. NEWMAN, 
P.S.—We have a splendid swimming club here for young and 
old ladies, some are very YOUNG, being only six years v/d. Iam 
afraid, ALLY, that you are incorrizible. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 79.—HE Gains HIGH HONOURS ON THE FOOTBALL FIELD, 


FROM the Wolvery Wanderers Football Club 

A telegram came to the Grovelling Grub, 

“The /offeestick Rovers are known to fame 

As the champion team at the football game ; 

And the Totteestick Rovers we're booked to meet, 
And the Toffeestick Rovers we're pledged to beat, 
So come to us, SLOPER, come hither with speed, 
And lend us a leg in the hour of our need ! 


If aught can inflate modest ALLY with pride, 

It's the notable fact that, in all the world wide, 

He is nulli secundus at footballing skill: 

Place him forward, or back, or wherever you will, 
And you'll own that a knock-out (beg pardon, a treat) 
Is the way he can handle the ball with his feet, 

While unrivalled, whene’er he as goalkeeper stands, 

Is the way he can handle the ball with his hands, 

So “ Oddskickoffs !” he cried, on receiving that wire, 
“1 will vanquish those Toffeestick knaves, or expire'” 


The rival teams in warfare inct, 
The ball was kicked away, 

And valiant SLOPER rushed, you bet, 
Into the fiercest fray. 

But such excitement fired his blood 
Throughout the frantic play, 

That if on head or heels he stood 
He really could not say. 

Suffice that, when the fight was o'er, 
Upon the field he lay, 

A shattered hulk, deep steeped in gore, 
A inass of formless clay. 

Yet round that hulk the Wanderers yelled, 
“ For SLOPER shout ‘ Hooray !' 

Without his aid, we ne'er had quelled 
The Toffeesticks to-day !" 

And ALLY smiled. “Like Nelson, I 
Shall in the hour of victory die!" 


You will guess, if you know the Rubiginous Bloke, 
That he turned out a darned sight too artful to croak ; 
But next day, when a par, in the People he read, 

We assure you he heartily wished himself dead ; 

For the Toffeestick team had decided straightway 

To protest ‘gainst the Wolvery Wanderers’ play. 

“Our opponents, the Wolves,” their objection so ran, 
“Brought a nondescript thing, in the shape of a man, 
Which they threw on the field, and there, log-like, it lay, 
And its presence, undoubtedly, lost us the day. 

For, alas! all our chaps, while believing that they 
Were propelling the ball in a masterly way 

O'er the meadow, had really been kicking the head 

Of that drunken old fool, ALLY SLOPER, instead !” 


—_—.—_—_. 


THE SLAVERY OF DRINK. 


WITH so much being written upon this presumably thrilling 
topic, ALLY feels that he would be sadly “out of it” if he did not 
weigh in with a little personal experience. He was eoming down 
Fleet Street late the other night, when he observed the deputy- 
assistant-sub-editor of a well known sporting paper stretched at 
full length on the pavement, groping for his pipe, which had 
evidently only just dropped from his mouth. 

“What's the matter, sonny?” inquired a friendly policeman. 

“ D-d-d-drommipipe.” 

“Well, but couldn't you pick it up without going on all fours?” 

“ My frien’,” replied the recumbent one, turning a fishy eye upon 
his interrogator; “my goo’ frien’, 1 want—I wan’ to get th’ 
p-p-proper focush !” 


——_o—____ 


THE POET’S REPLY TO ONE WHO CALLED 
HIM A MADMAN. 


GET thee away, then, and leave me alone! 

Leave me to live ina world of my own, 

Leave me to bask in the wonderful light 

Of the wonderful visions that crowd on me sight. 
The cares of the living are first in thy head, 

While | would commune with the souls of the dead. 
Yet, big with those cares, thou intrudest on me, 
And, perceivinz, forsooth, that I have not for thee 
Either thought sympathetic, or action, or tone, 

Or laughter, or tear, to respond to thine own,— 
And since for the troubles that trouble thy breast, 
My ethereal soul can be never distressed, 

And since with thy gladness I cannot be glad, 
Thon uprisest in anger, and callest me mad ! 

I tell thee, good friend, that no madness is mine 
Save the ecstasy—holy and pure and benign— 

Of the Poet,—the Poet,—the dreamer of dreams, 
Who despises, as thee, thy ephemeric schemes. 

So, keep in thy bosom the thoughts that are thine, 
And leave me to joy in the aladiees of mine: 
Leave me in peace to a world of my own, 

eave me, at once and forever, alone; 
And, madman or poet, whichever it be, 

I care not what title thon choosest for me! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

To SEE “A PLAY WITHOUT WorRDs”—Go to the recreation 
ground of an Institute for Deaf and Dumb Children, 

A “HOWLING WILDERNES# "—The Isle of Dogs. 

WHAT'S the diff. between seeing Kaiser Wilhelm and listening 
to an Irish harangue in Parliament ?—Ono is seeing—the other 
hearing—an M.P. roar, 

Ira “slavey” flatly refuses to wear a cap, would it be right to 
dismiss her for being in-cap-able? 

THE MODERN BABBLE-ON—Five o'clock tea. 

PARLIAMENTARY MeM.—A Bill that ought always to be “ thrown 
out of the House "—Bill Sikes. 

A Post OFFICE ORDER— Demanding a halfpenny stamp. 

Sik EDWARD WATKIN madeaszad mistake in choosing Wembley 
as the sight of his high tower. When it’s built, the poets will ruin 
him by rhyming “ Wembley ” with “trembly.” 

A MAN of STRAW—One who smokes public-house pipes, 


| a person who would have 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
BRIDE; 


THE CORSAIRS 
OR, THE CRUISE OF THE “JEMIMA JANE.” 
(A TALE OF THE RAGING Maly.) 


——— 


CHAPTER V. 

MADAM SPITFIRE had lacked a confidant on board the Jemima 
Jane. With no one of her own sex she had felt the absence of 
opportunity for the spirit of 
confession which so often 
animates the feminine mind. 
True, it was her own fault 
there was no other lady on 
board. Captain Spittire was 


allowed Mrs. Spitfire to have 
a dozen other females as 
companions, but Mrs, Spitfire 
was not a woman of equally 
liberal mind, and she desired 
to give Captain Spitfire no 
opportunity of flirtation, 

he oy eg of course, was 
no confidant. No lady ever 
contides her secrets to her 
husband, and in too many 
cases these secrets are in re- 
ference to their husbands, 
and the latter might cut up 
rough if they knew all the 
contemptuous thoughts 
which surge through their 
wives’ minds in regard to 
their private claims to, be 
regarded as heroes. 

Mra, Spitfire had made a 
discovery in regard to her 
new husband, which made 
her think sadly and regret- 
fully of her good old onion 
eating merchantman. This 
discovery had _  disquieted 
her dreadfully—the more so, that hitherto she had had no one to 
whom she could confide her sorrows. The Corsair’s bride had 
sighed in secret over the matter, and longed for some sympathetic 
soul to whom she could tell her woes. 

The promotion of the cook to be man milliner to the establish- 
ment promised to afford an opportunity for meeting this sympa- 
thetic soul. At first she felt that she ought to conduct herself 
haughtily towards him ; but, as she began to discover they had tastes 
in common, that his ideas on trimmings coincided with hers, that 
he preferred tripe undressed and hated onions, she thawed towards 
him ; and when he praised her shape quietly, yet delicately, by mak- 
ing contrasts 
between her 
mensurements 
and those of 
several titled 
ladies =whom 
he had meas- 
ured in the 
past, she re- 
cognized that 
he was a kin- 
dred spirit— 
an aftinity, 
another soul, 
and her reve- 
ries often 
turned to the 
thought that, 
if an unhappy 
anecident 
should occur 
to old Spitfire 
in the course 
of his busi- 
ness, there 
might be con- 
solations in 
store for her. 

The more 
thesethoughts 
came into her 
mind the more 
attractive they became, and gradually she found herself melting 
more and more towards Roderick,who still was respectful, and never 
allowed himself to be tempted out of the deference due to her. 

This deference pleased her. She lured him on to speak of 
his childhood’s days, of his far off happy but humble home in 
Camlachie. She told him of her youthful days, of her hopes and 
ig ae of her disappointments, till—till, one night, after he had 
left the apartment, she threw herself passionately across her ham- 
mock, and whispered to herself the confession that she loved him. 

Yes; it had come to this. hell gg and haughty Corsair's 
bride hated her husband and loved the lowly ex-cook, and the 
ex-cook knew it not—she thought. 

But he did; for that cook was skilled in the ways of women, and 
only waited his time. 

e never preinved upon his knowledge. Roderick Smith was am- 
bitious, but he could wait. He 
knew his time would come, 
but he was determined not 
to spoil all by being too 
precipitate. Calmly he made 
every preparation for the 
period when he could act 
with safety, and having, one 
night, got hold of the cap- 
tain’s jack-boote, he tried 
them on. They were large, 
but he concluded that woul 
be made all right by stuffing 
an old shirt in the toe of 


each boot. 

Roderick, being an ambi- 
tious person, was 2 man of 
expedients; no trifle would 
be allowed to stand in the 
way of hia path to glory. He 
saw that Captain Spitfire was 
a tougs subject and would 
probably last long. If his 
ambitious designs were to 
be of any value they must 
he carried out quickly. Mrs, 
Spitfire was in the prime of 
womanhood—todelay might 
mean expense, She might 
want false teeth or a wig, or 
theship might be captured. 
Delays were dangerous. He 
must be prompt and rosolute. 
To get rid of Captain Spitfire 
was the chief ditficulty to be : 
overcome; the progress of events afterwards was as nothing. 

Roderick was fully prepared for the moment when he would 
have to step into Captain Spitfire’s shoes, 

(to be contiyned nert week.) 


Taking her measure. 


She loved him. 


He tried them on. 
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© Tas with consite repidation that we herewith present 
teoonr wedinirers ao speaking likeness of John Ruskin- a mon 
Whose fame: tas penetrated tte the uttermest py 
earth: whose mame ds a household word inthe stn 
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readers will sce the diMfeulty 
with us aceordingly. We si 
forgive us for entering so ft 
nevted with our hero's career ; 
Liography of so distingnished a persor 
if in the enthusiasm of the moment or 
of interesting particulars and as 
Chietiy beeause he's a disti 
“L F.O.S., and the Sloper Award of M 
him September 12th, 1885."— Debrett Lap 


Youngster, Oh, granlpa, come and play sand castles with me ? 


castles ? 


entering your second childhood, 


BRISKNESS IN THE 


a 


the name of the 
astntiel 
yvehim 
hour of 
Jed, our 
repeat lize 
at they will 
sry ininite detail con- 
but when one has to write the 
Jone must be pardoned 
errs onthe side of excess 
ting after ex: t 
ished serant, 
erit’ presented to 


Tiwre was an old lady of Ealing 
Acensed both of picking and stealing ; 
When bronght to the beak, 
Who gave her a week, 
She said, * You old chump: you've no feeling.” 


(1). Young Norval. “ D'y'ear, Ted? Let's take and trade off these ‘ere bloomin’ | 
toad-stools to them Cockneys as musherooms,” Little Ldmund. “ Right yer are.”— 
(2). Workhouse William (sternly), “My boy, you won't never grow hup to be a 
hornament to your native land, like me, if yer starts life a-thievin’ musherooms. 
“And ‘em over sharp, d’y'ear ? or TH skin ve (3). Young Norral. ‘Fire's a lark, 
Ted! Luok at the bloomin’ old Guy Fawkes a-blowin' ‘isself bout on rank pison 1” 


DANCING GIRLS. COME INTO THE 


“'Say, Robert, what a thundering big brillant you've got im 
your shirt-front.” 

“Rather, old nan. Left a etd at my reletive's by mistake, so 
am forced to use a drop of my wife's lustre.” 


it = Lv a ane 4 Z, Hf 
“I didn't know a hang about the yacht’s ropes, but 1 gut ler 


ashore somehow.” 
“Um! there's more than one kind o' rope’s nottage. P’r'aps No. 12, 
you weren't born to be drowned, dear boy." | The girlwho fsalwavsin the eansearvators. 


(randpa (indignantly), Don't be absurd, my boy! How can you expect a man of my age to play sand 


Youngster, T don't know, grandpa; but I heard ma telliug Miss Juggles not long ago that you were 


{ Sha‘n't never be the same man ag'in! Im orf to the ‘ospital, Sce?" 


“Rather,” says A. S. N.B.—There are some countries where, instead of shaking 
hands, they rub noses, 
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THE RIVAL GARDENERS; OR, GIVING HIM BEANS. 
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| 
TAPROOM POLITICIANS. 
“War be blowed, Bill !—(ue)- You get killed for 
nothing, and your shuperiors won't give you so much 
usa (hic) thank ye for it.” 
\ © War be blowed (ire) that's what T say.” 


MUSHROOM TRADE. 


—(4). Workhouse William. © Har, well, ‘tain't exactly a Mansion ‘Ouse banquet, but 
w'en a pore bloke ain't ‘ad nothin’ but ‘tater peelin’s an’ cheese rinds for breakfus, 
there's few things more bappytizin’ than mushervoms,"——(5). “Fire! Murder?! 
Police!!! Great snakes, Im > pizoned !'——(6), “There, that’s wot yer gits for 
encouragin’ honesty in this world. Strike me skyblue scarlet if [ ain't fair broke up! 


YELLOW SANDS. THE SLAVERY OF DRINK. 


“Boozy? Oh. dear, no! This is a tee 
totaler looking up statistics on the drink 
question, and is quite overcome with grief. 
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